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turn, before taking their places for the long night watch
beside him. No entreaty could induce them to retire,
to rest themselves for the painful and arduous duties of
the morrow. It would show little love for Tusitala,
they said, if they did not spend their last night beside
him. Mournful and silent, they sat in deep dejection,
poor, simple, loyal folk, fulfilling the duty they owed
their chief.

" A messenger was despatched to a few chiefs con-
nected with the family, to announce the tidings and bid
them assemble their men on the morrow for the work
there was to do.

"Sosimo asked on behalf of the Roman Catholics
that they might be allowed to recite the prayers for the
dead. Till midnight the solemn chants continued, the
prolonged, sonorous prayers of the Church of Rome, in
commingled Latin and Samoan. Later still, a chief
arrived with his retainers, bringing a precious mat to
wrap about the dead.

" He, too, knelt and kissed the hand of Tusitala, and
took his place amid the sleepless watchers. Another
arrived with a fine mat, a man of higher rank, whose
incipient consumption had often troubled the Master.

" * Talofa, Tusitala!' he said, as he drew nigh and
took a long, mournful look at the face he knew so
well. When, later on, he was momentarily required
on some business of the morrow, he bowed rever-
ently before retiring. ' Tofa, Tusitala!' he said,
'Sleep, Tusitala!'

"The morning of the 4th of December broke cool
and sunny, a beautiful day, rare at this season of the
year. More fine mats were brought, until the Union
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